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A Moment To Breathe 


Author's Notes: 
My take on imagining how things are for them a few months after they got together. This is a one-shot 


sequel to Scar Tissue, which notoffkilter and | wrote together last year, but it can be read on its own as well 


Happy V-Day everyone! € @notoff, | hope you enjoy it, my writing pall 


It was the first concert of their world tour, the first official show with John back in the band since 
Californication had been released. The venue was sold-out and it looked like the crowd was eager to see their 


favorite band on stage judging by the noise the people were already making. 


The guys were backstage and there were only twenty minutes left till the start of the show. They were all 
doing their own pre-gig routines except for John The guitarist was leaning against a wall in one corner of the 
backstage dressing rooms, away from the buzzing area, looking at some invisible spot on the ceiling and 
distractedly tugging at the hem of his sleeve. He was wearing a long sleeve button-down dark blue plaid shirt 
with a grey t-shirt under and his plainest and oldest pair of brown pants. 


Chad walked up to him. 

"You're nervous?" 

John managed a faint smile. 

"Yeah." 

"Don't be. They love the album, they love that you're back in the band. It's gonna be great tonight 


John nodded and put a hand on Chad's shoulder but then removed it quickly when he saw a couple of roadies 


walking into the room. 


Of course the band knew what was going on between them but it was not something that Chad or John wanted 
to become public. Therefore, outside of the confines of the studio or their respective houses, John and Chad 
did keep their distances. Now more than ever, though, John wished he didn't have to do that. He could have 
done with Chad's warm and strong embrace to make him feel that things would be alright once he'd walk on 


stage. The way he looked at Chad told the drummer all he needed to know. 
"| know. Me too," Chad said. "You'll do well, Johnny." 


Two hours or so later, the concert was over and it had been a big success. Flea, Anthony and Chad had 
already finished with their shower and were dressed. They were all waiting in the dressing room for John to 


come out and leave the venue together. 
"He's still in there?," Anthony asked. 
"| guess so. There's only one door, we would have seen him get out," Flea said. 


The guitarist was indeed still under the shower. He hadn't noticed the others were gone since a while and he 
didn't know how long he'd been there. He didn't remember if he had washed his hair already. He hadn't noticed 
when he had started crying. He was just standing in one of the shower stalls with his eyes closed, enjoying the 
sensation of the water falling down from the showerhead all over him washing away the sweat, the stress and 


the many more emotions that were flying in his head after the show. 
John finally noticed that the water started to feel cold. Maybe he had been in there too long. 


He turned off the water and stepped out of the stall. He sat on the bench on the wall opposite to the shower 
stalls, grabbed a towel and dried himself quickly before putting on clean clothes. When he was ready, he sat 
back. He rested his elbows on his knees and held his head in his hands. His hair was still dripping wet and it was 
starting to make a little puddle between his feet on the white and grey tiles of the shower room. 


John was still staring down at nothing when he noticed a pair of shoes - Chad's dark blue sneakers - on the 


floor in front of him. 

"You alright?" 

John slowly lifted his head and looked up at Chad with an enigmatic smile. 
"| was taking a moment to breathe” 


Chad saw John's reddened eyes. He didn't need to ask. He could see he had been crying but he did seem fine 


now. 


The drummer looked around and took a clean towel from a pile at the end of the bench. He ruffled John's hair 


with it. 

"You forgot to dry your hair." 

"Oh?... Right" 

"The car is waiting for us, to take us back to the hotel," Chad said. 

He preferred to say that than telling John to get moving. The guitarist got the hint. 
"Sorry. lm not used to hurrying up anymore. I'm ready, | think" 

"No problem." 


John passed the towel a few more times in his hair and threw it on the floor. He looked for his shoes and then 


walked out behind Chad. 

On their way to the hotel, in the limo that was transporting them back from the concert venue, John was 
tucked against Chad, with the drummer's arm around his shoulders. They were sitting opposite to Anthony and 
Flea John had fallen asleep already. 


"We're gonna have to feed him vitamins and stuff like that to make sure he can keep up with the touring 
rhythm," Anthony said with a smile. 


"IFs his first big ass concert since seven years, give the kid a break," Chad replied. 
Flea couldn't help but smile at the drummer's protective comment. He really did care for John a lot. 
"| know. It's not a criticism. It's just funny," the singer commented. 


Once they arrived at the hotel, they all got their keys and were on their way to their rooms on the same 


floor. John didn't even look at his room number and where he was supposed to go. Instead, he followed Chad to 


his room. 


"Your bag has been brought to your room, you should go and get it at least," Chad mentioned as they walked 


in his own room. 

"| don't need anything now. Tomorrow," John said dismissively. 

The guitarist had woken up when the limo stopped and dropped them at the hotel but he seemed ready to go 
back to sleep already. Chad went to the bathroom and when he came back in the room, he saw John finishing 
to undress before climbing into bed. 

Chad checked the time. It was almost | o'clock but he didn't feel like sleeping at all. He was still too excited from 
the concerts good vibes, with too much adrenaline pumping in his veins right now to try to close his eyes and 
fall asleep, especially after seeing John bare naked sliding under the sheets. 

The drummer turned off the lights in the room and took off his clothes. He joined the guitarist in bed. 

"Did you hear the audience scream your name when we walked on stage at the start?," Chad asked. 

John scooted closer to him. 

"Yeah... | heard. It was weird.. ‘cause | hadn't done anything. | just showed up. | hadn't even played a note." 

"You came back, that's a big thing." 

Chad ran his fingers into John's hair. It was dry now. 

"And you nailed it tonight, John. You played great." 


'Itl get better when we'll have done more shows. | felt a bit rusty, you know." 


"You didn't sound rusty. You sounded real good and you looked even better... And now I'm gonna have to get 
used to something else," Chad said as he caressed John's hip and tickled him a little around the waist. 


"Used to what?" John chuckled. 


"Having to look at your sweet ass moving in front of me on stage and trying not to get too distracted. That's 


going to be a long tour..," the drummer sighed. 
Chad's hand traveled further back and cupped John's butt cheeks playfully. 


The guitarist giggled. He always enjoyed Chad's playful side. 


"I didn't remember how it makes you feel when there are so many people in the audience and you feel their 


energy and..." 
John's voice was low. 


"| must have been so wasted the last few months of that tour before | left the band. The voices in my head 


were driving me nuts back then" 


"Yeah, you were pretty much out of it most nights.. You were still playing well, though. | never understood 
how you did it" 


"IFs like breathing. | don't really do it consciously.. But now | can make myself aware of what | do and how | 
play and my mind focuses... Its pretty awesome when you actually realize how it makes you feel to play 
music... Like, really feeling it physically.. The sensation | get when | press my fingertips against the strings and 
they slide along the fretboard and | bend my wrist a little more...” 


John pulled his hand from under the sheet and moved its wrist and fingers in the air as if to illustrate his 


comment. 


"The vibrations | feel crawling up my legs when | stand close to your drums on stage, it's like the sound waves 


are caressing me.." 

"You know you're turning me on when you talk like that?," Chad said as he planted a few kisses on John's neck 
John laughed 

"| thought I'd turned you on because I'm naked in bed with you 

"That too.. But your musical dirty talk gets to me like you have no idea" 

Chad planted a long kiss on John's lips and moved over him. 

"You're tired?," the drummer asked 

"Yes," John nodded. "I didn't sleep last night. | was too nervous about the concert today” 

"| get it, it's ok. Just sleep now, Johnny” 

John couldn't see Chad's eyes in the dark but he knew how the drummer was looking at him at this moment. 


"But you're not ready to fall asleep,” John said. 


"Don't worry for me." 


John pushed himself closer to Chad and let his head fall against his chest. That's all he needed tonight. Feeling 
good and getting some rest. He was grateful Chad wasn't pushy. He actually never was. The drummer turned 
out to be way more patient than expected. Sure, he could get a bit carried away at times when they were 
fooling around but he had also learnt to know when to stop and give John his personal space and time or to be 


there and not ask too many questions when John just needed to be held. 


The guitarist had no idea when Chad actually fell asleep the night before but as usual, he was the one waking 
up first. Chad was still sound asleep. It was almost 9 o'clock and the room was still a little dark with the 


curtains closed and almost no light filtering from under them. 


John felt much better than the day before. He had slept well, the tension of the first concert of the tour was 
gone and since things had gone pretty well last night - now, in retrospect, he could see it had been a good 


concert - he felt a big weight lifted off his shoulders. 


They had interviews after lunchtime that day and then they would be on their way to the next city but all 
that was for the afternoon program. For the morning, they didn't have anything scheduled. 


John stretched and looked at Chad lying next to him. For once, since he had no hungry cats to attend to first 
thing in the morning, he decided he could take care of Chad. 


John moved down the bed and pushed the sheets out of the way. Chad was naked and John gently ran his 
hands up Chad's thighs, trying to be careful and not wake him up yet. The guitarist started to stroke Chad 
slowly. The drummer was half hard already, not really morning wood yet but somewhere on the way there and 
John thought he'd appreciate the initiative since the drummer was always complaining that John was up before 
him and they rarely had the opportunity to spend lazy time in bed in the morning. 


Chad stirred a little and seemed to start waking up when John's fingers put a bit more pressure on his cock. 
The guitarist lowered himself and started to tease the head of Chad's cock with his tongue while continuing to 
stroke him. Chad may not have been awake yet but his body was definitely reacting to the stimulation. The 
drummer shifted his body a little and John glanced up. Chad hadn't opened his eyes but he saw his arm moving 
above his head. The guitarist smiled at that reaction and slid his lips tightly down Chad's cock which was 
almost fully hard now. 


The drummer finally opened his eyes and let out a loud yawn. John was straddling one of Chad's leg and he felt 


it contract and relax under him as the drummer stretched for a few seconds. 


As he was emerging from his sleepy state, Chad realized that what he mistook for the very pleasant 
remnants of a wet dream was actually John who was busy giving him head. Chad was now waking up for real 
and he recognized the familiar sensation of John's fingers on him and his long hair brushing against his thighs 
as the guitarist was bobbing his head up and down. 


"John, what..?," Chad exhaled as he lifted himself up and rested on his elbows to look down at John. 


The guitarist didn't interrupt what he was doing when he heard his name but he tilted his head up a little to 


meet Chad's gaze. 


Chad swallowed thickly when he saw John's loving brown eyes glancing up at him and his plump lips slide down 


his length. 
"Oh, fuck, yes," Chad sighed before falling back into the pillows. 


The drummer kept his left arm above his head and moved his right one down His fingers threaded into John's 
hair, massaging the guitarists scalp while he was fully enjoying his morning blowjob. 


By now, John had become an expert at knowing what Chad liked; how he preferred to be touched, sucked, licked 


and kissed. He could hear the drummer's breath getting heavier and ragged. He knew he was getting close 


already. 

Chad was fully savoring the moment, feeling the heat pooling in his loins already. He didn't care whether he'd 
last long. Besides, he had no idea how long John had been working on him like that before waking him up. They 
had nothing scheduled for the morning so there would always be time for more fun and rounds two and three 


and... 


John rubbed his fingers more insistently right behind Chad's balls and tightened his lips right around the head 


of his cock That was just enough to send the drummer over the edge. 

"Aah-hh.. John." Chad gasped and closed his eyes as his body tensed up before coming in John's mouth. 
Chad's brain went blank for a few seconds. When Chad opened his eyes again and looked down, he saw John's 
face looking up at him. The guitarist was still lying down there, smiling dreamily and catching up his breath. 
John's chin was resting on his hands which were crossed just below Chad's belly button. That was worth a 
picture, Chad thought, but he didn't have his phone handy, unfortunately. 

"Shit, John.. Jeez.. You know you're gonna have to do this every morning from now on, don't you?" 

John chuckled. 

"You'd get tired of it" 


"No... No, no, no, no... Not possible," Chad sighed contentedly. 


The guitarist titted his face on one side and freed one of his hands in order to allow it to wander up Chad's 


stomach and chest. 


"Did you sleep well?," John asked. 

Chad laughed. 

"Huh... Frankly, | don't even remember how | slept after waking up like this.’ 

Chad reached down and pulled the guitarist up to his level. 

"Did you do this long before | woke up?" 

"No. You woke up pretty fast," John replied with a side smile. 

Chad held John's chin, rubbing his thumb on John's few days old scruffy beard. 

"Fuck, John.. Your mouth is getting almost as talented on me as your fingers on your guitar.” 

Chad squeezed the guitarist in his arms and kissed him. He could still taste a little bit of himself on John's 
tongue. He didn't mind. After a while, he grabbed John and moved him on top of him. The guitarist interrupted 
the kiss as he adjusted his position and sat up a little lower on Chad's upper thighs. 

The guitarist leaned forward to kiss Chad again while his right hand reached down for the drummer's cock. He 
was getting hard again and John knew that it would only take a few more strokes to get him where he needed 
him to be. Chad grunted against John's mouth when he felt the guitarist touching him. 

| want to feel you inside me," John cooed against Chad's ear. 


Chad didn't need to be told twice. 


"Don't you even try to get out of this bed," Chad told him before pushing him aside and standing up to go and 


get some lube in his travel bag. 


He was back on the bed in no time, handing the lube over to John John diligently spread some on Chad's length, 
taking his time and giving Chad a little hand job bonus at the same time. 


John was blushing as he looked down at the drummer and moved over to straddle him a little higher. John 


guided his cock under him before lowering himself on Chad. 
The drummer couldn't really understand how and why John still sometimes seemed shy about whatever they 
were doing in bed but he had to admit that John looked really good when he was a bit flustered so he never 


minded seeing the guitarist flush in those moments. 


"Mmmh... Feels great," John whispered as he slowly took in the sensation of being filled. 


Chad let out a small grunt of appreciation when John had taken him in completely. John was so unlike any other 
men Chad had been with before but it had started a little more than a year ago and they were still together. 
That meant something. The drummer was now well beyond recovery point as far as his feelings for John were 


concerned. 


John closed his eyes. His hands were resting on Chad's chest and he was moving up and down, rolling his hips 
with a maddening slow rhythm. The drummer couldn't take his eyes off John His slender frame, his long hair, 
his beautiful parted mouth, his laidback demeanor when he was relaxed and getting lost in the moment, 


whether it was on stage when playing a solo or in bed when he was getting fucked. 


Chad's hips movements had caught up with the pace set by John and were responding to the guitarist's 
sensual rocking. The drummer's hands slid behind John, caressing the curve of his ass. A smile grew across 
John's face when he felt the gesture. 


"Open your eyes," Chad asked 

The guitarist complied and blushed a little more as he saw the wolfish grin on Chad's face. 
"So fucking handsome, Johnny: 

Chad bucked his hips harder and made John gasp. 

"Oh, yes.. Chad.," John moaned softly 


"And you feel fucking amazing too," Chad added without breaking eye contact with John who was now moving a 


little faster. 
John took his own cock in his hand and started to stroke himself. 
"Let me do that," Chad said as he moved John's hand away and began to jerk him off. 


John let Chad take over and shifted his position to ensure Chad's upward thrusts were hitting him just in the 
right place. Chad's cock and his sense of rhythm coupled with his skilled hand soon proved too much for John 
The guitarist cried Chad's name and fell over his partner as he climaxed. 


Chad stopped moving when John crashed on him. He let his hands slide up and down John's back, soothing him 
as he calmed down and came back from his high. The drummer wasn't yet finished with John, however. After 
a couple minutes and hearing John's breathing slowing back to normal, Chad pushed the guitarist off his lap and 
made him roll onto his stomach. John was still too dazed to protest much. Besides, there was nothing he would 
have wanted to protest against. Chad was currently kissing his way down his spine and caressing his sides. Once 
he reached the small of his back, Chad pushed John's legs apart but to the guitarist's surprise, he didn't feel 
the drummer's cock slide inside him again. Instead, John felt Chad's hands part his butt cheeks and his mouth 
land on his hole. The guitarists eyes snapped shot at the unexpected but pleasant contact. 


"Oh, goddammit.. Chad..," John huffed into the pillows. 


Chad's mouth and tongue were quickly all over and inside John, tasting his own cum and licking and eating him 
out relentlessly, encouraged by the guitarists ongoing moans and writhing. John was certain that he would 


have come just from those sensual licks if he had not just done so. 


The drummer continued to pleasure John with his mouth till the guitarist was too far gone and lost in rapture 
to utter anything coherent and all Chad could hear were faint mewling sounds. Once he was sure the guitarist 
was more than satisfied, the drummer sat back on his knees and pulled John's hips towards him. He easily 
pushed into John and resumed where he had stopped a few minutes ago, thrusting fast into the guitarist, 


chasing after his own release. 


John only vaguely realized when Chad came inside him. He mainly noticed because Chad had stopped moving and 


right after collapsed over him, burying his face in his hair. 


"Fuck, Johnny.. Now.. Don't tell me rushing out of bed in the morning.. To go feed the cats.. Is better than 
this." Chad said between pants. 


John shook his head and chuckled. He didn’t feel like moving at all and he didn't mind Chad lying on top of him. 


"Sure, the cats can't compete with you, tiger," John replied as he moved his arm back to pat Chad on the 
head. 


"| knew it.” 
"Shh... Let's enjoy the moment,” John whispered. 


“kay, baby..," Chad replied as he nuzzled his face on the side of John's neck, lapping and kissing the sweat 
underneath his hair. 


There would be more chatting and play time when they'd go for a shower in a little while, Chad thought as he 
smiled to himself. For now, he could enjoy staying like this and maybe falling asleep again a little bit with John 
under him. 


